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The ffijlory of 

Prince Come hither Francis. Frauds My Lord,' 
'Prince How long haft thou to ferue.Francis? 

F ranch For footh fiue yecres, and as muchas to 
Poines Francis, 

Francis Anone,anonefir. 

Pmc<fFiueyecres,berlady alongleafc for the clinching of 
pewtcr^ButFrancis, dareft thou bcfo valiant, astoplaythe 
coward with thy indenture, and ftiew itafairepaireofhceles 
andrunnefromit. 

Francis O Lord fir, llcbefworncvponallbookesinEn». 
land I could find in my heart, 

Poir.es Francis, Francis Anon fir. 

Prince How old art thou,Franci' ? 

Francis Let me fee,about Michaelmas next I Ihal be 
Points Francis. 

Francis Anonc fir, pray you ftaya littlemy Lord. 

Prince Nay but harkc you Franciscos thefugar thou gaueft 
niCjt'wasapeny worth, wait not? 

Francis O Lord,I would ithad becne two. 

Prince I wilgiue thee for it , a thoufandpound, askemee 
when thou wilt, and thou fhalt haueir. 

‘ joints Francis. Francis Anone.anone. 

Princes Anone Francisi No Francis , but to morrow Francis'. 
or fr<rwn/,onthur Today:’ or indeed e Francis, when thou wilt: 
But Francis. 

Francis My lord; 

Prince Wilcthourobbthis Ieatherneierkin,criftall button, 
not-pated, agat ring, puke (locking, caddicc garter, fmoothe 
tongue, Spamlh powch? 

F rands O Lord fir,who do you meane? 

Prince Why then your browne baftardis your onety 
drink* :for looke you Frosted, your white canualfe doublet will 
fulley. In Barbary fjr.it cannot come to fomuch. 

Francis What firJ Pomes Francis. 

Prince Away yourogue,doft thou not hearethemcall? 

^ Ideerethej both call him ,the drawer Hands amazed , not kyoKtn^ 
which way to free. Snter V intner. 

Vms, V Vhat,ftandft thou ftil.&Lcarft fuch a callwgdooke 


Henry the fourth. 

(he -hdt» within. My Lord, old fir Iohn with halfe odozen 

ninre are at" the doore,fhalI I let them in! 

Prfn Let then alone a while, & then open the doorejfW. 
Points Anon, anon fir. Enter pomes, 

prince Sirra, Falftalffc and the refte of thethceuesare atthe 

doorc.lhallwe bemtrry! . 

p oi. As merry as Cncketes.my lad, but harkeyce, what - 

ning match haucyou madcjwifh this left of the Drawer! come, 

W pw». t I^m now of all humors.that haue ftrewed thcmfclues 
• humors,lince the old daiesof goodman Adam to the pupil 1 
age ofthisprefent twelueaclockc at midnight, What s a clock 
Francis? 

Francis Anon, anon fir . , 

Vhn. That euer thisfellow Ihould haue fewer words then a 
Parrat &yet thefonneof a woman, Hisinduftry lsvpftaires 

and downeftaires,his eloquence theparcell of a reckoning.! 

am nor yet of Percies mind.the Hotlpur of the North , he that 
kils me (omelixcor feuen dozen of Scots at abreakfdft,wafiics 
his handes,& fay es to his wife.Fie vpon this quiet life, I want 
worke.O my fweet Harry,fayes fhclhow many haft thou kild 
today?Giue my Roane borfeadrench(faies he) and anfwer*, 
fome fourtecne,an hourcaftcr:atrifle,a trifle. Ipretheecallin ■ 
Falftalffe.lle play Percy , and that damndc Brawnc fhall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife, Riut ,iaies the drunkard: cal in Ribs, 
cal) in Tallow. 

Snter Fatfla/fe. 

Points Welcome Iackc,-wherc haft thou beene? 

Fal. A plague ofal cowards I fay ,and a vengeance toojnar- 
ryand Amen : giuemeacupoffackboy .E’rel lead this life 
long, lie fowc neathcrftockes,and mend them, and foote them 
too. A plague of all cowards. Giuemeacupoffackcj'rogueyis 
there no vertue extant? hedrinketh , 

Pm. Didftthou neuerfecTitan kitTcadilliofbutter,.piti- 
fullharted Titan that melted at the fwccte taleofthe funne-if 
thou didll, then behold that compound. 
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